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effect. Even now, I am told, he cannot recite the famous soliloquy
in Hamlet, even in private, without immoderate bursts of laughter.
However, what he had not force of reason sufficient to overcome, he
had good sense enough to turn into emolument, and determined to
make a commodity of his distemper. ' He prudently exchanged the
buskin for the sock, and the illusions instantly ceased ; or, if they
occurred for a short season, by their very co-operation added a zest
to his comic vein ; some of his most catching faces being (as he ex-
presses it) little more than transcripts and copies of those extra-
ordinary phantasmata.

We have now drawn out our hero's existence to the period when
he was about to meet for the first time the sympathies of a London
audience. The particulars of his success since have been too much
before our eyes to render a circumstantial detail of them expedient.
I shall only mention that Mr. Willoughby, his resentments having
had time to subside, is at present one of the fastest friends of his old
renegado factor ; and that Mr. Listen's hopes of Miss Parker vanish-
ing along with his unsuccessful suit to Melpomene, in the autumn of
1811 he married his present lady, by whom he has been blest with
one son, Philip; and two daughters, Ann, and Angustina
[? Augustina].

A   VISION  OF   HORNS
(1825)

MY thoughts had been engaged last evening in solving the
problem, why in all times and places the horn has been
agreed upon as the symbol, or honourable badge, of married men.
Moses' horn, the horn of Ammon, of Amalthea, and a cornucopia
of legends besides, came to my recollection, but afforded no
satisfactory solution, or rather involved the question in deeper
obscurity. Tired with the fruitless chase of inexplicant analogies,
I fell asleep, and dreamed in this fashion.

Methought certain scales or films fell from my eyes, which had
hitherto hindered these little tokens from being visible. I was
somewhere in the Cornhill (as it might be termed) of some Utopia.
Busy citizens jostled each other, as they may do in our streets, with
care (the care of making a penny) written upon their foreheads;
and something else, which is rather imagined, than distinctly
imaged, upon the brows of my own friends and fellow-townsmen.